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Prologue 
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Flowers. Dots. Some weird Celtic knot kind of pattern. Wait, that one was cute. David reached out and grabbed 
the silk shirt - at the same time as another hand grabbed the other sleeve. 


"Hey! | had it first." 

"Don't think so, love." Oh God, an accent. David tugged a little on the shirt. 

"Well you're wrong." 

"Let go of my shirt" 

"| will if you let go of mine." 

The other man's fingers shifted against the fabric. "Alright," and he let go. David almost shouted triumphantly, 
about to yank the shirt off the rack when a hand grabbed his arm. "Not so fast, love. You said you'd let go 
after | did." 

"And | will. When I'm paying for it, I'll hafta put it on the counter." 

The man laughed and let go of David's arm. He was so entranced by that laugh, the way the other man's voice 
managed to be light and thick all at the same time, he had to shake himself before he pulled the shirt off the 


rack and draped it over his arm. He looked up, and froze again. 


This guy was pretty. Not girly pretty, man-pretty. Certainly not the kind of person who looked like he enjoyed 
being called pretty, but very definitely pretty 


"Fair enough." The man held out his hand, and David shook himself again before he took it. "I'm Vivian" 


David suppressed a giggle. Apparently he wasn't very subtle, because Vivian raised an eyebrow - a sort of 
"make fun of my girl name and I'll kick your ass eight ways from Sunday" eyebrow - at him. "David." 


Vivian smiled at him and went back to digging through the silk shirts. Zigzags. Stripes. Paisley. David perked up 
when Vivian pulled that one out. A man of tastel 


"That's a nice one." 


"Mm, it is." 

"Those colors aren't really right for you, though." 

Vivian frowned, holding the shirt up to his chest. "Really?" 

David shook his head and held out the shirt they'd been fighting over. "This'd look much nicer. 


Good Lord, this guy had a nice smile. Vivian held the paisley shirt against David, fingers brushing his neck as he 


drew a little closer. "Well, what a coincidence. This one looks much nicer on you. How about a trade?" 
He swallowed hard. This pretty man was going to kill him with that voice. "Sure." 


They traded shirts, and Vivian flashed a smile that made David float about an inch off the ground before he 


was gone in a flash of dark curls and slightly-swaying hips. 

"Well hello again, love." 

David turned around. Vivian was standing behind him in line, smiling. A quick glance showed he was buying 
exactly the same things as David: two pairs of leather pants (he found himself wondering just how nice that 
body would look in those - "fucking amazing" was the conclusion he came to) and the all-important silk shirt. 
"A man of taste." 

Vivian grinned. “Same to you." 

David cocked his head. Vivian looked familiar - not overly so, not so much he felt like he should be kicking 
himself for not remembering him, but familiar. Not "I know you", but "we go to Starbucks around the same 
time every day and keep running into each other". 

"What are you looking at so intently, love?" 

David blushed a little. "You look familiar." 

"You know what, you do too. What do you do?" 

"Huh?" 


"For a living. Your job. On career day in school, you go in and say ‘I'm little Jimmy's daddy and | - ' what?" 


"Oh. Music. I'm a pianist." 


"Next?" 
Vivian pointed. "Your turn, love." 


David set his clothes on the counter, rummaging for his credit card as the bored-looking old woman rang them 


up. 


"lll take care of these, miss." Vivian rested his hand on David's shoulder and passed his credit card over the 


counter. 
"No, you don't have - thanks, but | can - " 


Vivian waved his hand. "You said you were a musician. Might turn out you're famous, then | can say | bought 


pants for the finest piano player this world has ever seen" 
David grinned. "Alright." 


He watched as his clothes were bagged up and Vivian's card was swiped. As the woman rang up Vivian's 
clothes, David passed his card over. "And I'll take care of these." 


‘Oh come on, that cancels out me paying for you." 


"Well, | might be world-famous. And | recognize you, so maybe you're famous, and someday | can say | bought 


pants for the finest whatever-you-might-do the world has ever seen" 

Vivian's grin almost split his face in two; the clerk rolled her eyes and finished ringing everything up. 
"Alright then. But you have to let me buy you lunch." 

Only if you let me buy you lunch." 

"Sounds fair." 

"Alright, love, so why do you look familiar?" 

“Cause you've seen me before." 

"Ah, a smartass. Well, you're a pianist. Are you well-known?" 

"I'd say so." 


"John Tesh." 


"Ew. No." 

"Yanni." 

"Is Yanni a pianist?" 

"You know, | have no idea" 

"lm in a band." 

"Ah, there we go. Which?" 

"You hafta guess." 

"Can | have a clue?" 

"Hm. Maybe. Uh..second-rate Bruce Springsteen" 
Vivian frowned, thinking. "Bon Jovi?" 
"Right!" 

"You think so highly of your band." 


David shrugged. "I don't think that. But it's what we get called most often. So now we know who | am - what 
about you?" 


"Guitarist." 

"Yngwie Malmsteen" 

"Good Lord, no. l'm in a band too." 

"Do | hafta guess?" 

Vivian nodded as they walked into the cafe and sat down. "Turnabout is fair play." 
"Okay, what's my clue?" 

"Big cat with a hearing problem.” 


David frowned and cocked his head. Cocked it to the other side. Opened his mouth, shut it without speaking. His 


brow furrowed; the waitress came over to take their orders, and walked away. 
"Hearing-impaired lion?" 

"Close. Spots, think spots." 

"Deaf Dalmatian. Wait, no, you said cat. Deaf.Jaguar? Leopard? Def Leppard! Right?" 
"Bravo." 

"That's what he said," David giggled. 

"He?" Vivian raised an eyebrow, David blushed. 

"She. | meant she. | - yeah, she." 

"Really." 

"Yeah" 

"David, are you.." He trailed off, letting his body finish the question, leaning over the table a little. 
David's blush deepend. "I - yeah. Are you?" 

Vivian nodded and smiled. "There. Like we said earlier, men of taste, right?" 


"So we're sitting there, watching this tape, and Tico and | keep shouting ‘that's my arm! ‘oh, hey, my hair! 


Awesome!" and Jon and Richie are looking at us like we're insane." 


The conversation had turned, inevitably, to their places in their respective bands. Sandwiches long finished, they 


were picking at their desserts, taking a good deal longer to eat them thanks to the conversation 
"Not used to having to work to see themselves, are they?" 
| don't think Jon would know what to do if more than thirty seconds went by without him on screen" 


Vivian laughed. "No wonder he and Joe are friends." He took a bite, chewing slowly as he thought. "Just be glad 


you didn’t replace anyone, love." 


"Oh God. | have a hard enough time getting any credit, | can just imagine how much that would suck." 


Vivian nodded. "And the kicker is, it's not just from the fans. I'm always thinking myself ‘he would have done it 
better’, or ‘they'd like this better if it was Steve doing it. But | wouldn't trade being in Leppard for the world. 
A little second-guessing is worth it, in the end." 


"How disgustingly reasonable." 
"You don't feel the same?" 


David sighed. "| - probably. Most of the time. But I'm always coming up with ‘what-ifs', and every now and 
then | like one of ‘em better than the way it is. What if I'd told Jon | wouldn't be in his band, and | could have 
my own career? What if I'd ditched out when rock started distancing itself from keyboards? | just - to be on 
my own, to know that I'm failing because / fucked up, to know I'm not just successful by association | can't 
deny the appeal.” 


"So why not do it?" 
"l'm not an ‘on my owr kind of guy." 


Vivian rested his hand on top of David's on the table, the contact making David's stomach flutter. "I'd like to 


hear you play sometime. On your own" 
"There's a piano in my room at the hotel, if you're free." 


"Free as a bird, love." He signaled the waitress. "Check, please." 


David was having a hard time focusing on his playing, between the pleasantness of Vivian sitting so close and 
the worry that at any minute, the door would open and the man standing there would not be happy with Vivian 
sitting so close. 


"That was beautiful, David" 


Vivian reached up and brushed a strand of hair out of David's face, tucking it behind his ear. His hand drifted 
down along David's jaw and up to rest lightly on his cheek. David's breathing caught in his chest as Vivian 
leaned forward and brushed his lips lightly over David's, almost asking permission. When David didn't pull away, 
he took it as a consent and kissed him more firmly. 


His other hand came up to cup David's other cheek, feather-light tickle of fingers adding to the sensation from 
his lips. David kissed him back, a soft whimper resting inside his throat, just short of escaping against Vivian's 


lips. Vivian pushed forward a bit, tongue flickering against David's lips, and David pulled away. 


"| - this is Jon's room." 


"How about we finish this in your room, then?" 

"This is my room, too. We're." 

"Ah. Well, then" 

Silence took over the room. David bit his lip; Vivian stood up. "I should probably be going, soon’ 
"Right," David nodded, and stood up with him. "I'll, uh, walk you down" 


The elevator was interminably quiet. David cursed the guy who decided machinery should run more quietly = 


he'd kill for a roaring engine, so loud neither would notice the other wasn't speaking. 


The dinging of the elevator signaling their arrival in the lobby echoed in David's head. Vivian smiled at him. 
"Nice meeting you, David" 


"You too. And I'm sorry. For leading you on, | should have - 


"No worries.” He pulled a pen from his pocket and grabbed a brochure from the rack near the door, scribbling 


something on it and handing it to David. "Doesn't mean we can't still be friends. Call me sometime." 


David looked at the phone number for a second before he folded up the brochure and stuck it in his pocket. 


"Sure, Vivian." 
"Viv, love. Just Viv." 
"Right." 


Viv smiled again and leaned in a bit, catching himself with a quick reminder David wouldn't be interested in a 


goodbye kiss. "Well, then, I'll be going. Keep in touch, David" 


One 
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"Tell Viv to tell Phil | just about came in my pants watching hi.’ 

David giggled and held the phone back up to his ear. "Viv, Tico wants you to tell Phil - " 

David could practically hear Viv grinning"! heard him, love. Just a minute." Muttering on the other end of the 
line, and a few very clear obscenities. "Phil says he'd be delighted to enjoy the presence of Tico's company 
some fine afternoon" 


"Ha, | bet. What'd he really say?" 


"Tell the sexy bastard to name the time and place if he wants to come in something else’, and several 


specifics that | bet you can imagine." 
David giggled again and lowered the phore, flopping on the bed next to Tico. "Phil says he wants to bone you." 


Tico grinned and tipped his beer towards the phone before taking a swig. David rolled his eyes and lifted the 


phone up again. 
"They're like teenagers." 


"Mmhm. sexy teenagers. Now, love, what're you doing in Tico's room? You're usually with Jon when | call you 


this late’ 

David sighed. "We had a fight" 

"Ah. A big one?" 

"Not really. Apparently | was getting a little too friendly with a couple guys from the opening act" 
"Were you 


"| didn't think so." 


Tico snorted. "OF course you weren't. You never are" 
David frowned at him. "Shut up. im talking to Viv." 

Tico rolled his eyes and went to get another beer. 

"David, love, you're allowed to try and make new friends. He doesn't have any right to accuse you of cheating” 
"| know, but - * 


"But nothing. Don't apologize to him this time. If he wants you, heil apologize. It's common sense - the one who 


starts the fight is the one who should be sorry.’ 
"| know." 
"I know you know. But you go ahead and apologize anyway, every single time. | don't get it." 


"Its hard - " 


"I know. It's hard to explain. I'm not asking for an explanation, I'm asking for you to try things my way just this 


once.” 


"Fine. Can we talk about something other than my relationship trouble now?" David opened his beer, drawing his 


knees up to his chest as he took a sip. 
"Absolutely. What'd you have in mind? 
Uh 

Vivian laughed. "I thought so." 

"How's the tour going?" 


"Good. But they always start like that. Ask me again a week before we're done and I'll give you the list of all 
the people | want beheaded." 


"And 50 of those people will be Joe." 


"Mmm. And the rest of the list will be overrun by the rest of the band. How many times do you think you 


can decapitate one person?" 


"Once." 


"Damn." 
"Unless you sew their head back on after each time. That'd work." 


"Ah, good thinking. And then when I've cut it off as many times as | see fit, | can sew it back on for good. 
Saves me the unpleasantness of losing my best friends. That'll do nicely, | think” 


David giggled. "Be careful, though. That's what | do with Richie and he's gotten progressively stupider.” 
“Thanks for the warning. We're gonna be crossing paths soon, by the way." 
"Are we?" 


"Mhm. For a week or so. Playing the same city a couple nights apart. Us first, you second. Then we have a 
bunch of days off, and then when we move on we're playing the same night about an hour away from each 


other." 

"Awesome" 

"We'll have to make sure we're staying in the same hotels." 

"Jon'll take care of that. ‘Cause of Joe, we always stay at the same places." 
"Didn't think they were that close." 

"Joe's the best lay he's ever had" 

"He said that to your" 

"No, to Richie. | was walking by." 

"And you put up with that?" 

David shrugged, even though Viv couldn't see it. "Yeah. It doesn't matter, it's just sex." 
"And he's accusing you of cheating on him all the time. That's ridiculous.’ 


‘It doesn't matter, Viv. He can fuck Joe all he wants - he always ends up with me at the end of the night, and 
that's what | care about." 


Viv sighed. "That just - | can't even imagine being happy with something like that.” 


‘I'm not happy with /f, I'm happy with Jon. | put up with it because it doesn't bother me enough to lose him." 


"Well, if it works for you, then | guess that's that. I'm going to bed, love. Remember what | said - don't 
apologize first. Make him do it this time." 


"Right. Night, Viv." 

"Night, David. See you in a week" 

David shut his phone and finished his beer. 

"You're gonna get to fuck Phil,” he said, turning to Tico. 

"Am |?" 

"In a week, our tours are overlapping for a while. Same hotels." 

Is about damn time." 

David grinned and stood up. 

"Night" 

"Where you going?" 

"Gotta talk to Jon" What Viv didn't know wouldn't hurt him. 

Tico sighed as the door closed. David never learned. 

Jon nuzzled David's neck as he lay down next to him, body still damp from the shower. 
"| love you." 

"Mm," David wrapped his arms around Jon and kissed him. "Love you too." 
"| don't like fighting with you." 

"| don't either. I'm sorry." 


"IFs okay. Just - | hate feeling like I'm not enough for you." 


David sighed; Jon always said that. Because, of course, it was okay for Jon to fuck Joe all he wanted. That 


wouldn't make David feel inadequate at all, no way. 


That wasn't fair. Jon loved him, he loved Jon. No need to get jealous like that - like he told Viv, whoever else 
Jon fucked, it was David he ended up with. 


"You're more than enough for me, Jon. lim not fucking around, okay?" 
‘| trust you." 


If Tico were there, he'd snort and say "yeah, right". But Tico wasn't there, and David believed Jon, and it wasn't 
anyone else's fucking place to tell him he shouldn't. Not Tico, not Viv, not anyone. 


"Good. l'm glad" 


"I just wish you wouldn't keep festing it, Lemma. | tell you | trust you, and | do, but then | turn around and 


you're getting nice and cozy with someone else. How many times do we have to do this?" 


"However many times | have to tell you I'm not cheating on you with anyone. Me being friendly doesn't mean 


l'm _w 


Jon's scowl shut David right up. If he didn't stop, this would turn from making up into another fight. Or a 


continuation of the same fight, whatever. 

‘lm sorry. I'll be more careful." 

Jon smiled and settled back down against him, kissing his neck. "Good." 

Jon, David, and Tico went to the arena together to meet up with the boys from Leppard. 

Phil walked in, saw Tico, and matching grins spread on their faces. He put down his drink and walked over, 
leaning down to whisper something in Tico's ear. Tico's eyes widened, his grin reached for his ears, and with a 
quick nod at David, he was gone. 

Jon raised a questioning eyebrow at David, who grinned. He was about to explain when Jon darted off across 
the room, so fast he might as well have closed the distance between them and the hallway in one leap. Joe had 
just walked in, and just as quickly Jon pulled him out again 


Well, then. 


David stood there awkwardly, not sure whether he should go looking for Viv or just wait there. He didn't have 


to think for long - Vivian swooped in and decided for him. 

"David! | thought you were bringing Tico and Jon 

| did. It took them all of thirty seconds to run off and get laid." 

"Mm, Phil's been waiting to pounce since | told him you'd be meeting up with us. Horny bastard" Viv wrapped 
his arm around David and led him down the hall. "Joe dragged Jon off, though? Usually he's a bit more 
restrained." 

"He wasn't the one doing the dragging.” 

Viv frowned. "Jon? Right in front of you? David, thats - " 

"That's what Jon does," David shrugged. "Always has done, always will do. It's just how he is around Joe." 
"But not around you." 

"No. l'm not the best lay he's ever had" 

David smiled; Viv didn’t quite believe it, but he decided to stop pressing the issue. 

In Viv's dressing room, David tried to sit on the couch but Viv pushed him towards the piano. 

"You have to earn the pleasure of my company. Play something.” 

"What?" he asked, sitting at the piano. 

"Anything. l'm wound up, too wound up to do a good show. Relax me." 


It was easier to concentrate this time, with Vivian on the couch instead of right next to him. But part of his 


mind wanted Viv next to him, and that part perked up when he heard Viv moving around the room. 
A hand dropped down in front of him, placing a glass of wine on the piano. 


"| don't know how you can focus with all that hair in your face." Then that hand was in said hair, pulling it 
back, fingers brushing David's cheek. 


Its easier than playing with your hand in my face. 
David shrugged. "Doesn't bother me." 


"Well, it bothers me." 


"That's a shame." 

Vivian smiled and sat down next to him. 

Yes! | mean.um. 

"Can't see your face with your hair in the way." 

"You lucky bastard." 

"| like watching your face." 

David blushed. Truth be told, he hated how he looked when he was playing. It was the one time in his life he 
wished a violent death on any photographer - when they were trying to capture the way his face contorted 
with the music. 


"Vivian! You didn't tell me you were blind." 


Viv's smile broadened. He'd caught that little hesitation, that barely-there signal that the joke was very much 
rooted in truth. 


"Bah. You look nice when you're playing - passionate. Its nice that you don't hide that, you show off how much 


you feel your music. And your playing faces are nicer than Richie's, at any rate." 


David's blush got even deeper, making him - Viv thought - look charmingly young, and his smile was more 
convincing than any other up to that point. He didn't look particularly used to being complimented. 


He reached for his wine, wine that - at the moment - matched the color of his cheeks, and Viv faced the 
very real danger of losing all self-control and kissing him until they were both terrifyingly close to suffocation 


"What?" 

"What, what?” 

"You're staring at me. Why?" 
"You match your wine" 


David's cheeks reddened further; Vivian clenched his fists and prepared himself for a loooong week 


"| can't believe he has that much energy left." Tico leaned over David's back, watching Phil on stage. David was 
sitting, Tico able to see over him for once. "If that's any indication, I'll be dead by morning.” 


"How many times did you fuck him?" 

"Twice. We were trying to decide if we were good for a third when he had to get ready to go out." 
"Sluts." 

"| think | finally met my match." 

"Impressive." 

"What about you?" 

"We didn't fuck at all." 

"| wasn't trying to say you did. | just meant did you have a nice time, or whatever." 

David nodded. "Sure. Didn't have to hold anything up to my ear to talk to him. Where's Jon?" 
"Other side of the stage, the way Joe goes off. Maybe he's hoping for a quick fuck between encores." 
David flinched; Tico could have kicked himself. 

| didn't - " 

"Its okay. Whatever. He can do what he wants." 

Tico sighed and rubbed David's shoulder. “If you don't like it, tell him." 

‘It doesn't matter, Teek. It just - he can do what he wants." 

"But you can't 

"Who says I'm not doing what | want?" 

"David, you - " 

"Shush, I'm trying to listen" 


Tico didn't point out he wasn't talking anywhere near loudly enough to drown out a Def Leppard concert, just 
pulled up a chair and sat next to David. 


Phil nuzzled Tico's neck, licking at the sweat there, still trying to catch his breath. 

"How long you gonna need before you can fuck me like that again?" 

Tico groaned. "A year. Call me in a year. Horny bastard." 

He grinned against Tico's neck, swiping his tongue one last time along the sweaty skin before he sat up a little. 
"Can | ask you about David?" 

"What about David?" 

"Him and Jon. What is it, exactly?" 

"They've been dating for ten years. Viv put you up to this?" 

Phil shook his head and sat up completely, toying with the hair on Tico's chest and stomach. He smiled when 
Tico sighed softly and started stroking his leg. "No. Well, | wouldn't be asking if it weren't for him. But he didn't 
say ‘go fuck Tico and find out about David for me’, he's just got me a little curious.” 

Tico frowned. "David thinks he loves Jon" 

"Thinks?" 

‘I've watched how they act around each other for twenty-three years now. Guys who go from friends to 
lovers should act more affectionate, right? But they don't, at all. Ten years I've watched David go from being a 
little subdued around Jon to this quiet meek little submissive guy. When Jon's not around, he's David. When Jon 
is he's - | don't know. A yes-man that also provides a convenient place for Jon to get his rocks off. David's got 
a weird way of expressing ‘in love' if he really loves the fucker." 

"And you just let this go on?" 

Tico shrugged. "What am | supposed to do about it? Like | said, David thinks he loves Jon If | try to convince 
him otherwise, we'll just fight and then he's lost the last guy he can be himself around. Best | can do is make 
sure he knows if he ever gets his shit together and gets the Hell out of that sorry excuse for a relationship, 
Ill help him as much as | can. But if he doesn't want anything to change, who am | to force it?" 


"And what about Joe?" 


"As far as we know, Jon just fucks him. | think Jon wants more, but that's just a guess." 


"He's going after another relationship while he's still with David? And you don't say anything?" 
‘One, | said it's a guess that he wants more. Two, David doesn't want to hear what | have to say about it." 


"He's unhappy." 


"He'd be happier if | forced him to question the last ten years of his life? If he's not ready to handle that, it'll 


be worse than anything Jon does to him." 


Phil bit his lip, looking lost in thought for a minute. Tico pulled him down and kissed him. "It's not ideal. At all. 
But it's the best | can do." 


"Fair enough. Now, about you fucking me again." 


"Oh good Lord, no. l'm fifty fucking three, Phil. You're gonna fucking kill me." Phil pouted, and Tico kissed him 
again "There's a vibrator in my bag if you need it that bad, slut” 


Two 


David burst into a fit of giggles when Vivian came out of the fitting room, clad in an obscenely tight pair of 
bright yellow pants and a neon pink mesh tank top. 


"Oh my God, Viv, thats - oh my God." 
"| think this is the right look for me, eh love?" 


David bit down on the giggles, struggling to keep a straight face. "Oh, yes, absolutely. You should have been 
dressing like this for years." 


Vivian grinned. "Your turn" 

"Do | have to?" 

"David, if | can do this," Vivian glanced down at himself, "you can pick out something ugly to try on" 

"Fine." Vivian flopped down on the couch, and David went off to dig through the racks. Shopping on their day off 
had been his idea, going to a thrift store David's. Trying on the ugly clothes had been a mutual decision when 
Viv had held up the yellow pants and David had nearly burst something laughing. 

David was backing into the fitting room, hiding his choices. 

"No peeking.” 

"Wouldn't dream of it" 


When he came out of the fitting room a few minutes later, Viv just about had a heart attack. 


"I think this was my shirt!" David giggled, glancing down at the black shirt so ripped up it probably didn't count 


as an article of clothing anymore. 


"And | think those were Jon's pants." David grinned and turned around, wiggling his lavender-spandex-covered 
behind at Vivian, who erupted into another laughing fit. He flopped down on the couch. 


"This is pretty comfy, actually.’ 
"So buy it” 


"Only if you buy that" 


Vivian looked down at himself and thought for a minute. "Deal." 


"Cool." David hopped off the couch and back into the fitting room, popping back out a few minutes later in his 


normal clothes. 
"What d'you think Jorid do if you told him you wanted to wear that on stage tomorrow night?" 
"Explode" 

"Is that good or bod?" 

"Depends if he's filled with candy, or scorpions.” 

"Good point 

David looked Viv over. "You gonna change?" 

"Noh" 

"You're gonna wear that out?" 

Ki 


David shook his head, grinning, and gathered up his stuff. They paid and left, both trying to control their 
laughter at the looks Vivian got from the cashier and a few people on the way to the car. 


"David, | - nice pants, Viv." 


David doubled over, giggling like crazy at the look on Jon's face and the tone of his voice. "You don't like the 
shirt?" he forced out between giggling and trying to catch his breath. 


"The shirt's nice too." 

David caught his breath and straightened up. "What were you gonna say?" 
Oh, I'm going out with Joe. We'll be late, probably. Don't wait up." 

David frowned. "| thought we were gonna go out tonight" 


Jon shrugged, leaning up to kiss him. "We can go out anytime, Lemma." 


"| guess." 


Jon kissed him again, Viv looked anywhere but at the two of them when the kiss deepened, arms tightening 


around necks and waists. He almost shouted when Jon reached down to cup David's ass as he pulled away. 
"l'Il make it up to you later, babe. Promise." 


One more quick kiss, and he was gone. Viv had to focus very hard on not running after him and killing him 


when he saw how David's face had fallen. 


"Well," his voice was a bit too bright, too cheery, too desperate to make David smile again “Guess that frees 
up your night.” 


"Yeah, guess so" David slipped the key card in his door, a little slump in his shoulders. "I'll probably just go to 


sleep early, or something.” 
“That's no fun," Vivian said, frowning. "Why don't | come in, love, we'll watch a movie or something." 
"Sure, why not?" 


"Great" David's shoulders still sagged, his voice was still completely lacking its usual cheeriness, but now he 


had a chance to fix that. "I'l just go put my stuff in my room, then I'll be right back" 
"| love you." 
Joe sighed. "Jon, not this again." 


Jon looked at the floor, toying with his as-yet-unlit cigarette. "I know you don't love me, | know that. But you 


won't even give it a chance?" 

It's just sex, Jon" Joe leaned against the wall, hands in his pockets, watching Jon fidget. 
"It was." 

"It's not now?" 

"Not for me." 


"That's not my fault" 


Jon drew closer, leaning next to him. "I miss you so much when you're not around, Joe. You have no idea" 


"Making this something official wouldn't make you miss me any less." 

"ltd take away the fear that next time | saw you, you'd be with Sav and not want me anymore." 

Joe sighed again. "I'll think about it, alright? No guarantees. But I'll think about it" He looked over, watching Jon 
watch his shoes. "How about either lighting that and finishing it or putting it away so we can go upstairs and 
shag?" 

Jon smiled with his mouth only, glad his hair and the tilt of his head covered the longing in his eyes. 

"Boobs. 

"What are you, twelve?" 

David cocked his head. "Wouldn't that make this an awfully compromising situation for you?" 

Vivian was stretched out next to him on the bed, still wearing the yellow pants but shirtless now. David had 
changed into the lavender spandex, both of them anticipating Jon's reaction when he first saw them. Some 
crappy Cinemax late-night movie - three nerdy guys stumble into a porn convention, and much humping 
ensues - was playing, but neither of them were paying a lot of attention 

"Boobs." Except for David, with his boob watch. 

"| can see them." 

"They're not moving much." 

"Fake." 

"And badly. What are they full of, rocks?" 

"Not lumpy enough. It's two big rocks, one in each tit” 

"That can't be sanitary." 

The nerd and the woman with the bad fake boobs were fucking, neither one of them good enough actors to 
make the moans convincing. David started moaning along with them, exaggerating his voice, making up names 


for the characters. Viv bit his lip and shifted - David moaning was not something he needed to hear. Not that 


it was unpleasant, just he was suddenly wondering if he should have looked for those pants in a bigger size. 


He almost cheered when the scene ended before things got really uncomfortable. 

"Next time you gotta join in so | don't have to be the guy and the girl” 

Vivian managed a weak smile, focusing very hard on his grandmother and kittens. "Right, love." 
Long week ahead. Long, long week. 


Jon nestled more tightly against Joe, watching him sleep. He wasn't used to this, wasn't used to waking up in 
Joe's arms. Mostly because he never fell asleep in those arms. 


He could get used to this. God knows he wanted to. 

Joe shifted against him and opened his eyes. "Good morning.’ 

"Morning." 

"You didn't leave in the night." 

“Apparently not.” 

Joe sat up a little, holding Jon against him. "You're really serious about wanting more, aren't you?" 
Jon just nodded, sighing softly when all he got for a response was Joe leaning down and kissing him. 


Steam wound around Phil's body when he opened the bathroom door, Tico opening one eye to watch him for a 
moment. Folding his hands behind his head, he closed his eye again and settled back against the pillows, listening 
to Phil walk around for a minute. He didn't open them when Phil's naked body slid against his and Phil started 
nuzzling his neck. 

"Morning." 

"Hey. Did you use up all the hotel's hot water?" 

Tico felt Phil's grin. "Yep. Everyone else gets cold showers." 


"Ironic that you're the only one who doesn't get a cold shower. You probably need it most" 


"What are you trying to say?" 


"That you're unnaturally horny.” Now he did open his eyes, met with Phil's mock-scowl. 
"Good thing | met you, then, since you're the same way." 
"Mm," Tico yawned and stretched. "Wonderful. So, what do you wanna do?" 


"Hm. We have a couple options. Order breakfast, fuck, or order a really complicated breakfast so we have time 


to fuck while we're waiting." 
Tico had just opened his mouth to answer when someone knocked on the door. "Or you could get the door." 


Phil grumbled and stood up, pulling on the nearest pair of pants. They turned out to be Tico's, and they both 
laughed at how he had to hold on to the waist to keep them on. 


"Phil, is Tico here?" 

"Yeah, David, come on in" 

Tico almost shot out of bed and lunged to take David in his arms when he walked in the room. He looked tired, 
like he'd been up all night, and really upset. For his part, David practically dove into bed next to Tico, ignoring 
the fact he was naked and just curling up next to him. 

"What's wrong?" 

"Jon never came back last night." 

"He was with..?" 

David nodded. Phil met Tico's eyes, wincing at the look on his face. He did not envy Jon Bon Jovi right now. 


"If he was with Joe, why are you so upset? | just assumed you meant you were worried about him." 


David glared up at Phil, half his face still buried in Tico's chest. Tico sighed. "Phil, why don't you go get some 


breakfast? Bring back some bagels, or something." 

"Right." Phil changed into a pair of his own pants and pulled on the first shirt he saw. It was Tico's; he would 
have laughed at how much the shoulders sagged any other time. As it was, he just grabbed his wallet, kissed 
Tico, ruffled David's hair, and left. 

"David?" 


"Hm?" 


"Stop me if I'm hallucinating, but are you wearing purple spandex?" 


There was a ridiculously long line at the small coffee shop the woman at the front desk had directed Phil to, 
but he didn't care enough to go hunting for another one. What kind of hotel didn't have a Starbucks in the 
lobby? At least this gave him time to decide what to order - time he needed, since he had no idea what to 
bring back for David. Tico was easy, he was a plain bagel with plain cream cheese kind of guy. No fancy shit, as 
he had so eloquently put it when ordering a Whopper the night before. 


He decided David would want something fruity, and was wondering whether that was a mean assumption to 
make when he spotted a couple in the corner. Plain clothes and sunglasses, the nonchalant attempt at 
anonymity only a tired old rock star knew how to do right. Almost-matching hairdos, and Phil knew who it was. 
"| don't get why making this something official is so hard for you, Joe. Nothing really has to change." 

He had to fight a little to hear them over the general din of a busy shop, but it was doable. 

"If nothing's going to change, why bother?" 

Joe was easier to hear; he spoke a little louder, and Phil was more used to his voice. 

"You know why." 

Phil had a feeling he knew, too, but he wanted Jon to say it. Not that he would confess his love to Joe in a 
crowded place, where anyone could be waiting to go right to the press, but he still hoped. If Jon said it he 
could go back, tell Tico he was right about his guess, give him some help talking some sense into David. 

He snorted a little. Right. And as soon as Tico said "Jon loves Joe" David would forget the last ten years and 
run right into Vivian's arms, and then three sets of happy couples could hold hands and dance under a rainbow, 
singing love songs. Maybe they could even get Richie and Rick and Sav (three Dicks, hal) to dress as Cupids for 
the festivities. And angels would fly out of their arses. 


"Next." 


Damn, he hadn't even gotten to the part with the flowers. He ordered bagels and coffees, perking up a bit 
when he saw the line to pick up orders left him a good bit closer to Jon and Joe. 


"So is this a no?" 


"This is an ‘lim still thinking about it. I'm just not sure." 


"Why?" 
"Because I'm not sure exactly how | feel about you, Jon 
Phil wanted to slap Joe. Fell hm you love him, you bastard, so he'll leave poor David alone. 


Did Joe even know about David and Jon? He hoped not - Joe didn't seem the kind of person who'd ignore that. 


Especially for someone he "wasn't sure" about. 
"And you won't even give it a chance?" 
"Not if you keep nagging me, Christ" Jon hung his head. "I haven't bloody well said ‘no' yet, have |?" 


Phil's order slid across the counter. He thought for a second about staying to hear the end of the 


conversation, but decided against it. They'd all know how it ended, soon enough. 


Phil was stretched out on the bed, naked again - Tico was quickly learning he had very little use for clothes 


(not that he minded) - and munching on a bagel when Tico came out of the bathroom, 

"Where'd David go?" 

"Back to his room to get some sleep. Or to tak to Vivian, he wasn't sure which he was gonna do 
"| got him a bagel" 


Tico shrugged and sat on the bed. "I don't think he was that hungry." He unwrapped one of the bagels and 


smiled "Mm, plain 
Phil hid his grin with his cup of coffee. 


After a few minutes of eating, Tico looked up. "l'm sorry | kicked you out. David says | always make things 
sound worse than they are, so | didn't wanna explain everything to you in front of him. David didn't have a 
problem with Jon and Joe because he could count on Jon to end up with him at the end of the night. So even 
though Jon's been sleeping around for years, this is like the first time David's really had to consider it 
cheating" 


"Your guess was right.” 
"Hm?" 


"Jon and Joe were at the coffee shop. Jon.he's trying to turn it into a relationship." 


"And Joe?" 
“Considering it." 
Tico sighed; Phil reached out and ran his fingers through Tico's hair. 


"Well," Tico turned to look right at him, and the look in his eyes made Phil want to cradle Tico to his chest, pet 


him and tell him everything was going to be fine and not to worry. "I guess we'll just have to wait and see." 


He settled for playing with his hair and sipping coffee. Tico wasn't the getting cradled type. 


